JULY
THE broad terrace burned in the noonday light. At the foot of the steps the carnage waited; the driver on 4he box,  with his three-cornered hat, notionless behind the caparisoned and equally motion-ess horses. Four lackeys flanked the steps. Three large ?rench windows were thrown wide open to let the June iun into the red salon of the Belyedere Palace, through vhich the master of the housa must pass on his way rom his chapel.                   *
Doors in the Palace flew open, there were rustling, itamping, tramping, calls, children's feet, and men's botsteps; now the Archduke himself is standing in tlie niddle doorway, a bulky form in his tight general's mi£orm*fj3$s eyes are oddly veiled; he seems to see ittab^a man emerging suddenly from the gloom of a :hurch and the passion of lonely prayer, blinded by unlight and the world.
A stately woman stands at his side, her arm lightly lio^on his. Three pretty children wait for the good-bye :iss* So they stand, framed in the white doorway, a dcture of simple happiness and of human destiny, how-ver exalted.
franz Ferdinand looks down at this moment on Tehna, his future capital. Vague thoughts mingle in is,mind: ambitious, sceptical. From the clipped hedges, atoque fountains, pyramids and triangles of living seen in front of him, the murmur of the great city lounts to the palace in which he spends his life—
17                              B to impotence,
